ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

Marco will not spend their lives wringing a little oil and
wine out of the rocky soil, even if they are not killed in the
fighting which is going on at the end of the lake. In my
loft byrthe lemon-houses now I should hear the guns. And
Giovanni kissed me with a kind of supplication when I
went on to the steamer, as if he were beseeching for a soul.
His eyes were bright and clear and lit up with courage. He
will make a good fight for the new soul he wants - that
is, if they do not kill him in this War.